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UNDER THE TOWER OF SILENCE
D. KEID, SELIG'S

BAZAAR
109 & 111 South Illinois Street.

MONDAY MORNING BARGAINS

50 pieces 42-inc- li Henriettas, in all the new

spring shades, at 31c never sld fr less than
50 cents.

300 Ladies' and Misses' Jackets and Capes,

latest spring novelties, at 503 on dollar.
This is a manufacturer's sample line.

LADIES' SKIRTS,BIG DRIVES IN

10 dozen at 3QC"
15 dozen at (383'
Our $1.50,' $2, $3 and $5 Skirts, in Al-

paca and Silks, are unsurpassed.
10 pieces Printed China Silks at 30C

a regular 50c quality.

Monday Morning, between 8 and io a. m.,

We offer 50 pieces Lonsdale Bleached Muslin at

OfO Twenty yards to each customer.

One case STANDARD PRINTS, c.
New spring shades of Lansdowns now open.

explsnationofotherswhatitmigbt.be knew
this one thing: that he had so nearly
passed behind the veil as to learn something
of what lav beyond. As one who has trod-
den in tho dark a death-strew- n path, and
m the dawn looks back to measure the
miracle of his safety, so he looked on the
hour or was it hours' just ended. Then
the revulsion came, and falling on his face,
he lay quivering.

An hour dragged away before he moved,
then ho staggered to bis feet, and with a
slow, shuddering glance around that dread
place, went stumbliug down the moonlit
bill. Passing a clump of bushes at the bot-
tom of tbe declivity, a low voice, whose
remembered musie fell on his ear like a
sigh, uttered the one word

"Soldier."
He stopped. He had no further capacity

left for fear or even surprise. In the shad-
ow of tho clustered branches stood a tall,
still figure. It was the stranger.

"I am listening. Sptak."
"It is not yet dawn; go back."
"I will not."
"You must. She waits foryou."
Who what is she! what you! in the

name of"
"Hush! You need not know. Go back;

the Morning Star is yet hid, and they wait
for you."

"Who wait!''
"Those whom time has forgotten. It is

their hour and yours the hour of your na-
tivity. Go back."

"I will not"
"For her beauty's sake!"
Twill not."

"Death lies await in yonr path if yon
leave her before dawn. Go back."

"better death than hell. 1 will not, will
not. will not."

The unknown moved slightly, and it
seemed to the soldier that the motion
brought out in the deeper folds of his robe
a faint phosphorescent glimmer. It van-
ished as tbe stirring ceased, and then the
answer came:

"He whom yon twice denied has twice
saved you. Go."

Without further word or Bign McLeod
went on his way. ne looked back once; tbe
stranger had disappeared. An hour after-
wards ho reeled into the guard-roo- m, and
before sunrise was delirious with fever.

Ho was ill for months, and when ho at
last struggled book to life, was so weak-
ened and broken that he was discharged
on being unfit for further service. After-
ward ho was heard of an a preacher in the
London slums; as one who was killing him-
self through excess of zeal in the cause he
f.ervcd. That he is alive now is uncertain,
but at least oue thing is sure-dea- th's very
self, come or ooining. was or will be as
nothing compared to that moonlit vigil un-
der the Tower of Silence.
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OUT OF TnE ORDINARY.

Wyoming is tbe only ptate that pays its
teachers equally without regard to sex.

In England, at the present time, the ratio
of publio houses is one to every two hun-
dred of the population.

In almost ever school of Japan it is tbe
custom one day in tbe autumn to tako the
pupils out rabbi

Tbe Berlin University is the. third largest
in the world. Paris, with 0.215 students,
and Vienna, with 6.220. are larger.

Auctioneers' fees in England and in the
United States are paid by the seller. In
France and Holland the purchaser pays
them.

A writer in tho Boston Transcript has
figured up that heaven contains 1.S00.000.-CO- O

souls against a population in hell of
175,000,000,000.

It is interesting to note that of tbe 328,-OG- O

divorces granted in the United States
during the last twenty years S10,000 were
granted at the request of wives.

The costliest pocket-knif-e made is sold
for $25. Its handle is of solid gold, and it
contains two small blades only, a nail file
and a miniature pair of scissors.

Tbcre is a whirlpool in the Santa Fe river,
three inilCB northwest of High Springs,
Fla., into which 1.000 feet of line has been
lowered without rinding bottom.

Cameron, Mo., has a $125 damage suit,
brought by Knox Brothers, to recover the
value of a mule killed on the Fourth of
July by being hit by a ekyrockot.

The cocoanut trees of Florida aro due to
nutt washed ashore from a wrecked vessel
sixteen years ago. ftow the State furnishes
nearly all the cocoanuts used in the United
States.

Surgical operations are very successful in
Japan, and the healing process is rapid, ow-
ing probably to the abstinence of thopeo-pl- o

from alcohol and tbeir not being liesh-eater- s.

Among tbe instrumental resources of the
Johns Hopkins University is a thermom-
eter valued at f lO.uoo. The graduations on
the scalo are ho lino that a maguifying
glass is required to read them.

If you wish to take tbe conceit out of a
peacock pull out his tail feathers, and as
soon as be finds the glory of bis plumage
gone ho becomes the humblest, most sub-
dued and ashamed looking bird that aver
walked the earth.

An acid is now mixed with sawdnst, and
the whole mass molded into blocks or any
other form, resulting in a fine material for
building purposes. The blocks assume ex-
treme barduess of surface, and are practi-
cally non-combustib- le.

It has been over 1,500 years since the rule
was adopted wnlcb makes Easier the first
Sunday after tho first fnil moon after the
sun crosses the line. By this arrangement
of things Easter may come as early as
March 22 or as late as April i!5.

In Peru the cotton plant rises to the dis-
tinction of u trto, instead of the compara-
tively diminutive shrub whloh grows In
this country. The tree commences bearing
wheu it is two years old, and it continues
to bear for forty or fifty years.

Tbe Japanese are unsusceptible to scarlet
fever, and small-po- x, which was at one
time rife among them, has been checked
and almost exterminated by voluntary vac-
cination. The ui Quality of Tokio, avast
city which covers ono hundred square
miles of ground, is only twenty per thou-
sand.

The oldest striking clock in England is
one made at Glastonbury Abbey by Peter
Ligbtfoot, one of the resident monks, in
1825, and removed in Elizabeth's reign from
Canterbury to Wells Cathedral. It was
exhibited at tbo South Kensington Muse-
um, haying neen lent by tho Dean and
Chapter of Wells.

"If every human being on the American
continent were to be taken out ot exist-
ence," said the late Prof. Asa Gray, "and
the whole work of his hands were cleared
away, so that ho trace remained, subse-
quent historians could prove that tbe Cau-
casian race existed npon it by the llowers
tbat would bo found growing there'

Nearly all of tbe Parisian funerals are
managed by a syndicate of undertakers.
There are ten classes of funerals, six of
which are remunerative. The hrst six
range in cost from 4,000 to Si.U An eighth-clas- s

funeral costs about 1; the ninth, 6s.
and the tenth is free. The funerals direct-
ed by this company average 073 a week.

It is noted by a London financial journal
as one of the causes of the failure of so
mauy Australian banks that many of them
bold such vast quantities of land that when
a pinch comes they are unable to realize,
and are conuelled to stop paymeut. In

ew South Wales twelve banks apd finan-
cial syndicates own abont 45.000,000 acres
of land, one institution alone ownlug,500,-00- 0

acres.
The imperial eagle, largest of tbe species

known, flies to a height from ten to lifteen
thousand feet It is a native of South
America, and its habitat is among the lofty
mountains of tbat country. Its power of
Hying to high altitudes is only exceeded by
the condor of tbe Andes, which is said to
have attained tho height of six miles, or
within one mile of the greatest height ever
attaiuod by a balloon.

An Evening's Amassment.
Chicago Journal.

As everyone sketches a little nowadays,
an art party is one of the jolliest qf all
lenten entertainments. The guests are
provided each with a card and pencil, and
seated so as to be in view of a largo black-
board. Each guest writes his name on tbe
back of the card, and places the number of
guests in a vertical hue down the left side
of the card. A baskot containing slips of
paper is passed, each slip having a number
and tbe name of a ditierent animal. When
a number is called by tbe leader of the
game, the person whose slip bears this num-
ber must draw npon the board tbe animal
designated by the slip. All tbe other guests
write opposite the drawer's name their
idea of what the animal is thathe is trying
to draw. The person who makes tbe great-
est number of correct auesses wins the
prize, and the ludicrous mistakes made oc-
casion much fun.

the wall, when he immediately began to
cast about for a biiitable place whereon to
rest until moonrise, or, as might chance,
daylight.

l'rowliug around tho wall In tbe dark, be
at last found a patch of soft sand. dry. and
yet warm with tho blistering heat of tho
tast day's sun. Sinking down on this, heray resting on his elbow, with bis shoulder

against tbe tower, his eyes roving absently
over the dim and shadowy landscape be-
neath.

The night was warm and still. Low and
indistinct through the haze the wood-blotche- d

plain rolled away under tbe
flashing of the stars till the last lines of
earth and sky ran together and melted in
the mist. In spite of the starlight the
shadows were very heavy, yet tho darkness
was nowhere such as to destroy vision
wholly, and it was possible, with some ex-
ercise of etl'ort. to make out surrounding
objects with a fair degree of certainty.

Thus it was that, shifting his position to
watch tbe llight of a bat round the tower,
bis eyes fell upon the door giving entrance
to tbo dread stairway within. It was dis-
tant from him about ten or twelve feet, and
after the first careless look bis eyes re-

turned to it again and again with an oddly
puzzled expression. Ibis wonderment, if
the feeling could be so described, was due
to an idea that there was a light shining
behind tho door and shimmering faintly
through it. It was dim and phos-
phorescent, very much like that
made by rubbing matches on one's
bands in tbe dark, and bad a waving,
smoko-lik- e motion that, added to tho grue-
some associations of itssituation, rendered
it absolutely ghastly. Another thing was
that, while looking straight at the door the
watcher could see nothing, no sooner did
he turn bis eves a little away than tho
whole array of shadowy spots and Hues
came back, burning, waving, vanishing
and Darning again, as if tossed and swayed
by a strong wind.

Alter staring at it for some time, McLeod
was on tho point of going over to examine
the door more cloaety, when his gaze lightod
on the first stars of the Southern Cross,
just then rising above the horizou. Watch-
ing the famous constellation climbing up
out of the uiists ho forgot all about tbe
doorand its uncanny light. After a littlo
he grow drowsy in the hot bush of the
night, and beforo the last star of the Cross
rode full over the tops of the trees, he bad
fallen asleep.

How loux that sleep lasted ho could never
afterward tell, but when at last bis eyes
unclosed his first feeling wan one of chill
a cold ho iutenso that tho blood seemed to
be thickening in his veins under it. More,
and worse, he seemed to have been de-
prived of. not the power to move only, but
also of the will to attempt movement. A
confusion of mind so utter as to destroy for
tbe timo even tho sense of his own idenity
fell upon him liko a cloud, covering him
with space on space of darkness. In a hor-
ror anil fear so great that he felt as though
he could have let bis life out in one frenzied
shriek, be lay thero in the first agony of
that awful awakening.

Slowly the first bewilderment lessenod,
although the sense of terror and danger
did not for an instant loose their strangling
hold. The broken and scattered forces of
thought and memory began to rally, but in
a fashion so halting that be could not tell
whero he was or ask himself why he should
he afraid. All he knew was that he was
awake, and that if ever tho hope and eonl
of a man were all but lost to the fiends of
the pit, his were then. And as with every
second's flight the weight, tbe mountain of
fear crushing bis life out grow, and grew,
fiere rose within him a horrible love, an
overmastering desire to look on the faco of
tho woman if, indeed, she was not more
than woman whose beauty had led him
thore. under whose spell he had be-
come accursed.

Death crawled nearer and nearer in the
dark. His heart llnttered and leaped like
that of one dying in torment. His breath
came in gasps, rattling in bis throat as it
came, and his brain was swollen to burst-
ing with torturing lire.

buddenly, as he sank lower and lower
toward the ending of what was literally
his death agony, upon bis inner sight one
word uprose in mighty characters, blood-re- d

against a sea of livid 11 a me. In his ex-
tremity his soul seemed to reach out of him
and snatch at it, while from his throat
broke a hoarse cry.

"God!'
Was it fancy! or did he hear a rushing as

of wings around him! He could not tell;
of onlv one thing was he assured, that
frightful fear had gone. (.J one, too, whero
tbe hellish longings for the fearful being
whose wotnan'sbape he bad so desired, and
with their going went tho dull numbness
that had held his limbs in chains, ltisiug
heavily to his feet, he staggered back till
his outstretched hand felt the wall of the
tower. Leaning against it. with laboring
breath and wild eyes, he beheld a thick
darkness melt and dissolve under bis sight,
leaving him staling out over the lower
plain, all asleep and dreaming beneath the
white sheen of tho risen moon.

The sight calmed him at once, and then,
out of the very sense of relief which it
brought, be drew strength to mock his re-
cent terror. With a savage oath be caught
bis arms above the elbows and shook him-
self.

'Hector McLeod. yon are either going
mad or there are devils here. Well, no mat-
ter, if only she comes," and as he ended he
laughed.

The last of that laugh was yet on bis lips
when his heart was sprung sheer into his
throat by hearing almost at bis ear It
sounded tbe answer he had heard before

that laugh in a woman's voic?.
With eyes almost starting from tbeir

sockets under tbe shock of unreasoning
surprise, he wheeled in tbe direction of tbo
sound to find himself still alone. Then,
falling upon him like a tangible thing, the
old fear and horror returned; but now,
with a strength that left his mind abso-
lutely blank to every impulse of reason or
of will. Even the former touch of his sur-
roundings, slight as it had been, was lost.
He could only stare fixedly before him;
hearing and feeling see ho could not
in a mechanical way, but intelli-
gently knowiug nothing. Tbe old
lluttering did not return to his heart, bis
breathing was calm as that of a sleeping
child, the tiro had not rekindled in his
brain, liut in tbeir place had come a re-
newal of that sick lovo and longing, tho
burning fever of which was at once joy nnd
torture indescribable that and a duil cer-
tainty of absolute nnd unutterable despair.
Then ont of the pent hell within him he
felt his soul rising, heavy with stirrings
nnd suggestions of evil ' unpeakable, to
defy and blaspheme tho KterLal. and to bis
face.

Yet even in that thrilling moment of
weighted and balanced fato. all but lost in
the shadow of impending doom. fOiiio power
of which his consciousness knew no name
audio which it could give no place, held
him back from ntteranco and moved in
him the well-nig- h forgotten thought of
safety. One thing to do one word to say

that to end it. liut what was the thing!
what tbe word! Ho had forgotten, for-

gotten, forgotten nud the sands were run-
ning out. A little longer a very little
longer was left and he could not remember

and the issue was for eternity. And
still in that stony agony, nnd still with
that llood of evil surging hisheraud higher
in his soul, and still with that fearful pas-
sion storming into nearer and nearer vic-
tory, he stood there in the night, knowing,
as iar as mau may know and live, some-
thing of the secret of the damned.

Gradually, and after what lapso of time
ho know not, all existence seemed to mergo
in this one thing tbe scorching strength
of desire for the presence of the woman, be
she what she might, into whoso hands ho
had. as be now knew, given bis soul. And
even as be thrilled beneath the certainty
of her coming, he felt that the door behind
him was opening.

Again, but fiercer and more vividly in-
tense, tbo white fire Hooded his brain,
burning bis very eyeballs. Again, but
fainter and dimmer than before, the name
stood out in blood against the blaze. .

What was the name? what! He stared
at it stupidly. It had no significance, no
meaning: and yet it seemed familiar.
What was it! Where bad be seen it before!

"God!"
There was no sound, yet tbe word was

spoken to him. He heard it in his son),
not in his ears. But it flashed athwart his
tortured spirit like the' lanco of the light-
ning across tho sky at midnight, and recol-
lection stirred anew to its touch as from
bis whito and writhen lips came tho
choked and whispering accents:

"God! Thy Christ!"
Again the enveloping gloom faded into

thin air, shot through with tbe moonbeams
and the falling arrow llight of the stars,
lint Ibis time it did not disperse so soop,
and hung in the silver atmosphere like a
blue and quivering mist. Long before the
last faint trace bad vanished, McLeod had
fallen on his knees and was thinking the
gratitude ho could not utter for what im-
mensity of deliverance he did not dare to
estimate before the awful certainty of the
unseen. Ho did not reason abont it would
not bavo dono so had he boen able-- he
knew, liight or wrong, mad or sane, be the

Hy JOHN
Author of "A Hose O'Doon," "Ailie's

At a distance of perhaps a mile from tbe
Wanowrie lines at Poonab, in the presi-

dency ot Horn bay. tbe ground rises some
little way above tbe elsewhere dead level
of tbe surrounding coantry. The eleva-

tion referred to is scarcely sufficiently im-

posing to entitle it to tbe name of a bill,
but as it is tbe only exception to tbe
everlasting wooded Hat, it balks in the
relieved eye with a kind of tictitious im-

portance. In character it is rocky and
bare; what slight vegetation it boasts
of being, even in tho rainy season,
of littlo account and less value.
Trees will sot grow on it, and,
although the brushwood on the plain
below is thick enough, not a bush climbs
St snn-bake- d. blistered slopes. There
would, indeed, be nothing abont it worth
a second glance were it not that on its sum-

mit stands a bugo circular pillar or tower,
built of red brick, and having a name that
epitomises humanity. It is one of the Par-se- e

places of tho dead; oue of the Towers of
Silence.

Grim enough it looks even in daylight,
with the heated air eddying and quivering
around it, and tho fierce ilaro of tho tropic
sun turning its dingy red to the hue of
flame; splashing it with streaks and blotch-
es that look like blood. Grimmer yet is its
aspect in tho ghostly moonlight, for tben
it is black against tho stars, and
the shadows creep about it liko bod-

iless presences of outer find evil
things. Grimmest of all, perhaps, it is
in that weird time that lies between
the first brightening of the east and tbe
rising of the sun; when the hazo lifts
from tho grey levels and the inky woods
sharpen their outlines against the white-
ness of the dawn. At such a time there is
eomething unearthly about it, coming al-

most into open sight and surrounding it
with an atmosphere ot fascination that at
once draws and repels the imagination, not
yet wholly freed from the influences of the
night and the dark. Such a time, too,
eeems of all the fittest for those who would
follow the dead into the inner pit of their
aerial grave. Were we now to open yonder
low, frowning door, and climb in tho dark-
ness of the inner stairway tip and np to tho
eerio tower top, we should find what!

What is best left alone, possibly, if only
out of pity for death's shame; for the hol-
low core of the tower is lidded, within a
few feet of the top, by an iron grating, and
upon that ghastly platform we might find
that that would appal us with the revealed
horrors and hideous realities of the graves
that are yet to bo our own. Better to stay
here on tbe hill-sid- e, and. looking up at tbe
dizzy crown of the tower, picture in fancy
all we dare to think of it the hour after
tbe mourners have gone, and over the still,
naked one stretched on the grating the ob-

scene air-scavenge- rs gather in clouds.
Ugh! The very atmosphere of tne place

is charncl, and had there been no more of
mystery attaching to it than the sad and
solemn secrets of tho grave we might have
passed it by. But it so hapoens that con-
nected with that ghastly air nit is an ex-
perience as weird and awful as ever was
undergone by man. beginning and ending,
that is, short of the shut lid of a colli n.

Tor it chanced, once upon a time, that a
draft of lifty soldiers from England arrivedat I'oonab, en ronte for a certain regiment
then stationed at Uenares. And as there
was no room for them all at Gorporeo. the
station depot, the surplus, about a dozen
in number, were sent on to Wanowrie.
Tho distance betweon the two places is

. less than a mile, hut even that was enonch
to insure tbe Wanowrie party being leftvery much to themselves; the officer com-
manding the depot having two pronounced
characteristics a superabundance of fat
and rooted dislike to exertion.

Anions the new-come- rs who found them
solves located at Wanowrie was one Hec-
tor McLeod. Ashia name iniDlies. he was
of Highland descent, was about twenty-seve- n

years of age, and was exceptionally
handsome, lie was possessed of machmore than tne average intelligenco and
education of his class, but in addition to
Leing imaginative and reserved to an ex-
treme degree, professed to hold views thatstopped bnt little 'short 'of downright
atheism. What was more, he reemed to
have lost or destroyed any moral
sense he had ever possessed, and
summed np his creed in one
word selfishness not selfishness in
the ordinary greedy, grasping sense, be
it understood, for, when the whim seized
him, he could be even generous; and his
conduct as a soldier was unexceptionable.
But he acknowledged no dividing line bo-twe- en

right and wrong, and. enforcement
of Jaw apart, held no right or honor sacred
in others that opposed or impeded tho grat-
ification of his wishes and desires. In ad
dition to all this he he was credited by his
comrades, most of whom were of Scots
nationality, with the giftjof second sight; a
belief his recurrent tits of savage gloom
did much to strengthen, and which' in-
creased to no small extent --the feelings of
uneasiness and aversion with which thoyregarded him.

When tho draft had been about a weekat Wanowrie, McLeod fonnd himself one
evening at the foot of the rise npOn tho
crest of which stands tho Tower of Silence.
As usnal. he was alone, and to jndgo from
the expression on his face, was in even
more than his wonted state of gloom.
Standing there on tbe edge of the baro,
blistered achvity. and staring up at tbe
tower through the swiftly falling twilight
of the east, ho had a touch of tho satanio
about him in his sneering lips and sombre
eyes.

A hideous-lookin- g vulture, that had been
perched on the coping of the tower, sud-
denly lost its footing and came tumbling
down as if it had been shot, ijo unexpect-
ed by the great bird itsolf had been the
movement that it was half way to the bot-
tom before it succeeded in arresting its de-
scent. Then, as its vast win us again re-
covered their mastery of the air, it wheeled
sharply and swept away over tho tree tops
liko a temoest-drive- n cloud. And as it did
so, McLeod, to whom the quick transition
from dignified reposo to scared activity ap-
peared in the last degree ludicrous, broke
Into a laugh of saturnine amusement.

The laugh was echoed behind him. Out ina voice melodious and soft as a woman's.
Instantly wheeling round, be fouud him-
self faco to face with a tall figure, wearing
tho Mowing dress and grotesque head-
gear of a l'arsee. Too much

t
surprised for

the moment by tho other's unheard and
unsuspected approach to speak. McLeod
stood staring, bis lace revealiug an odd
mixture of curiosity and irritation.

Although appareled liko a man, and of a
statnro rarely attained by the opposito sex,
there was that in tbe faco and general
bearing of tbe strancer that snggested to
McLeod an instant suspicion that ho was
in tho presence of a woman. Yet when he
sought justification for tho thought ho was
puzzled. The tall form, what could be seen
of its outlines under its loose robes, was
slender, the limbs shapely, the hands and
feet email; but in no one of the points notedwas there anything incompatible wirh
strength and virility. As for tho face,
it simply strengthened tbe sus-
picion while attording even less
ground npon which to rest it The com-
plexion was clear oliv the features deli-
cately cut, tne yes large, glowing, and in-
tensely black. Beautiful it undoubtedly
was, but the beauty was not ot that order
that one could readily associate with a
woman's face. Tbe stamp of power was too
strongly impressed upon it. and there was
a subtle suggestion of mocking cruelty
about the mouth and in the deep, lustrous
eyes.

nun i. h v4 tiuiiiij( ud a uu i o i w u out- -
dier had been recovering from his first sur-- '
prise, and now contrived to ask

"Whero did you come from!'
Tho stranger laughed; the same musicallaugh that had so startled McLeod already.
"From the road, yonder, be said. "I was

passing near you, bnt you werewatehing
tho vulture so intently that you did not
bear me."

Whatever the face and form might assert
to the contrary that tho voico was a wom

Baiux," "The Bcllers O'BucnAN," etc

an's McLeod decided as soonjas he'heard it.
Those low, liquid tones never came from a
man's lips, 'lhe accent, too, added not a
littJo to his sense of wonder, it was so
wholly unlike anything he had ever beard
before, yet the speaker's knowledgo of
English appesred to bo perfect.

"And what do yon want!" was McLeod's
next question.

It was now nearly dark, and in the gloom
the stranger's eyes seemed to gleam with
6ndden light as he replied:

I want many things; all who live do."
"From me!" asked McLeod. derisively.
"I did not say so; besides, yon have noth-

ing to give that I would accept now."
"D'ye mean that I may yet have an op-

portunity of showing bow generous I can
be?" continued McLeod, in the same tone of
mockery.

"You may; should we meet on the day of
your nativity."

"Then, should that happen, I hope you'll
wear your proper dress."

"And that?''
"Is a woman's." said the soldier, bluntly.
Again that low. entrancing laugh rippled

out on tho night.
"It might be done if I were a woman,"

said tho unknown. "Or I might even be a
woman for the time."

"Don't talk stutt. Yon oan'tbe any other
than one of two either a man or a woman."

"And what if 1 tell you 1 am neither."
"I'd say you'ro a . What are you,

tben!"
"One whom time nas forgotten."
The utterance of tho words seemed to

send a cold chill to McLeod's very heart;
they were so lull of hopeless sadness, of un-
utterable despair. Then, too, he noticed
for the first timo a strange thing, though
tho unknown was himselt perfectly motion-
less, his robe kept swaying to and fro, as if
waved by a gentle wind; and ret thore was
not a breatn of air stirring. Tho discovery
startled McLeod a good deal, and for a
moment he felc almost afraid. Then he
shook oil the feeling and langbod.

"Then there's all the more reason that I
should not forget you," be said. "And as
my birthday tails no farther away than
next Saturday, I'll meet you the woman,
remember where you will."

"Agreed. Then let it be at moonrise,
and here; or rather yonder by the tower,
liut thero is a condition."

"What is it!"
"Who meets me at such a time must

leave his God behind him."
'That's easily done. I hare nono."

"Say it again."
"1 have none."
"That is well. Good-night.- "

And before the snrprisod soldier eould ar-
rest tbe movement the speaker had gone,
seeming rather to glide than walk over therough ground. In another moment he had
vanished in the darkness, and McLeod,
more convinced than ever that he had to
do with a woman more or less Insane, lit hispipe and slowly returned to Wanowrie.

The appointed day came and found
McLeod in one of his darkest moods, bnt,
nevertheless, qnite resolved to keep faith
with the mysterious stranger. It is prob-abl- o

that he would have done so without a
soul in the lines being aware of bis ab-
sence had not the fat captain taken itinto his head to come up to Wanowrie
about midday on a surprise visit McLeod
was mess orderly for irbe day. and as,
among other discoveries evincing laxity of
discipline, the captain found the lamps
unfilled, he instantly gave orders for theculprit's incarceration in tho guard-roo- m.

McLeod heard the command given, and set-
ting discipline at defiance, made for the
woods, pursued by a corporal and two men.
The latter kept np the search during the
whole afternoon; until, indeed, tho ap-
proach of sunset suggested that it was time
to sit down under a tree and enrse both the
captain and tho runaway, a suggestion on
which they acted with positive pleasure.

"Tell ye what, boys," said the corporal,
as he sat throwing pebbles into the nullah,
npon the bank of which the tree grew;
"this wark's like nothin' for canaries in a
coal-hol- e. We'd better gang awa back io
the linen, and let McLeod come in htmsor.
We're no like to catch him this gate, an
even if we did. I question whether the
three o's wad bo able to tak' him in."

WheyP asked one of the men. sharply,
lie was six icet high, had the strength and
sinews of a bull, and rather resented the
notion of inability.

"Because," replied the corporal, gravely,
"the dsrk hour's on him. I saw that afore
he gaed oot. and ye ken what he is at sic
times. If we cam' on him the noo. he'd
either hurt us or we'd hurt him: sao we'll
awa' hanie and let the captain whussle,"

As all appeared to think that a "whussle"
would do the captain good, an immediate
move was made, and the last of the white
helmets was speedily oot of sight.

Then there came a scraping, rattling
sound among the pebbles at the bottom of
tho nnllab. and an instant later McLeod as-
cended the steep bank and seated himself
under tbe tree that had so recently shel- -
tered his pursuers. His face was pale as
ashes, his brows were heavily knitted, and
in his eyes shone a strange light, like the
reflected dicker of inner and hidden tire.

He leaned back against the tree and
looked in the direction taken by the searchparty, a derisive smile curving bis lips the
whils. He had heard the conversation of
a few minutes before, and had not theslightest intention of gratifying tbe cap-
tain by presenting himself with undue
haste at the guard-roo- m door. In his then
state of mind the very thought of restraint,
or oven human companionship was holsfnl,
and he determined to wait until morning
before going In. lint where was he to go
meanwhile! If be remained where he was
there was always the probability that he
might be seen and

His eyes had suddenly fallen npon the
Tower of Silence, burning blood-re- d against
the sky in the flame of the sinking sun,
and with the sight the recollection of his
appointment with the stranger, which he
had for tbe time forgotten, returned to
him. Bnt that was honrs away, for tbo
moon would not rise until near midnicht.
Yet. if be wero to go np to the tower now
he would, in its vicinity, be safe from con-
tact with nndesired companions, seeing
that tbe soldiery were expressly forbidden
to approach it. and that tho superstitious
fears of tbe natives barred its environs
against feet of theirs.

Rising, ho made his way cautionsty along
the nullah until he reached its termination
at the slope whereon theltower stood. Then,
after a careful scrutiny of the ground lying
towards Wauowrie. he felt himsolf safe
and began to ascend tho hill.

By this time the sun had sot and the
night was rushing dowu liko rath. Al-
ready the eastern landscape was lost in the
dark, above which the stars seemed to
whirl up the sky like showers of fire, and
as the ebbing tide of day swept westward
the burning bars of tho sunset began to
grow dull and dim. A little longer and
they shut down wholly, the last slimmer
of light went ont and night was every-
where. So swift was tbe transition from
day to night that McLeod. fresh from wit-
nessing the long, magical gloamings of bis
farXorlan' home, was startled, and looked
around hun wonderiugly.

lie bad nearly reached the crest of the
bill. l:ight beforo him. black as ink in
the night, and seeming to rest its grim
head among tho stars. rose the tower.
Familiar thongh ho had become with the
sight of it. this was tho first time he had
Approached it closely, and in some way its
aspect tilled him with a feeling ot deepen-
ing awe. Perhaps it was due to the work-
ing of fancy an outcome of the darkness
and his own gloomy frame of mind but
whatever tho cause, be felt a sudden shud-
dering chill pis over him. making his
heart throb heavily, and awaking an inde-
finable senso of near and deadly poril.
Almost s soon as it came, however, it
passed awaj, and he laughed aloud at his
own folly.

A moment's pause, and he was nearly
shaken back into bis former dread. The
laugh seemed to run up the side of the
black column and die away to bo an-
swered by another from within the tower

a woman's.
Faint andninftled. as if by the barrier of

masonry throngh which it came, be yet
beard distinctly those low. rippling notes;
the sweetest in their tlnte-lik- e music that
bad ever reached his ears. In his alarm
and utter surpriso be call aloud

"Who oomes there!"
The question was echoed back harshly

from the tower, and was followed by a
stillness as of death. For a space ot per-
haps a minute's duration he stood as
though expecting a reply then, recollect-
ing himself, uttered an oath.

"What an ass I am!" he muttered; "to
imagine that a living woman could be in
that Hector McLeod. my boy. you're going
ott'your head'."

With tho worls ho again moved forward
and continued his advance till ho gained

a regular 50c grade,
--a regular $1 grade.

bis reign, find in Him a refuge; for all the;
that find refuge in Him are blessed.,

Of General Interest.
TheMethodist Episcopal Church has ovex

15.0C0 ministers, 14.000 local preachers, 103,
COO oftioial members, and 00,000 Sunday-scho- ol

officers and teachers.
The Sunday-scho- ol and Publishing

Society of tho Congregational Church ex-
pended during tho year just closed, in the
missionary department of its work, $ClGift);
just 6303 less than its total receipts.

The Temperance Society of tho Free)
Church of Scotland made rapid progress
during the past year. Tbo membcrshio
rose by ten thousand, and now stands at
over ninety thousand. Of thirty-si- x min-
isters ordained during the twelve months
thirty-fiv- e were abstainers, and nearlv all
the students in the colleges are teetotalers.

The sixty-fir- st annual report of the Cal-
cutta (India) Tract and 15ook Society
brings the transactions of the society down
to 18'JL, The number of books and tracts
issued during the year ending March SI,
lfcll, were in English, 230.000: in Uengali.
750,000; in Mussulman Bengali, itf.000. and
in other Indian vernaculars, principally
Hindi and Urdu, over 40.000. making a total
of over ons million books and tracts sold
and given away.

The will probated of Rev. F. J. Peree..of
Monmouth. N. J., leaves an estate of fiXX),-0- 00

to Lincoln University, of Oxford
Chester county. Pennsylvania, for the pur
pose of educating colored young men to
the ministry, and in caseno sufficient num-
ber of colored young men shall oiler for
auch ministry, then the institution shall
apply the funds for the payment of the ex-
pense of educating andimalntaining white
young men who may wish .to become
missionaries to Africa, under the direction
of the American Board of Commissioners
of Foreign All airs.

The offer by the Mormons to the commis-
sioners of the General Assembly of tho
Presbyterian Church of the use of their
large tabernacle at Salt Lake City, with a
choir of five hundred voices, has been re-
spectfully declined on the ground that tho
Presbyterians intend to hold meetings in
the city explaining the work of the Pres-
byterian Church among the Mormons; and
they do not feel that it would be rignt to
hold such meetings in tho tabernacle.
They have secured the opera-hous- e, and in
addition expect to have sessions invtho
evangelical churches of the city.

Thoughts for the Day.
The heights by great men reached and kept

Wero not attained by sudden llight.
But they, while their companions slept,

Were tolling upward in the night
Longfellow.

Tho world 1s all up hill when we would-do- .

All down hill when We sufler.
DaUeys Festos.

Mine honor is my life; both grow in one;
Take honor from me and my life Is none.

Ehstipeare.
Better a day of strife

Than a entury of sleep:
Give nie. Instead of a long stream of Wo,

Tho tempest and tears of tho deep.
Father Jljsa.

Particular Abont Batter.
Good News.

Little Hoy Mom wants two pounds o
butter exactly like wot you sent us last
If 'tain't exactly like she won't take it.

Grocer (to numerous customers Somo
people in my business don't like very par-
ticular customers, but I do. It's my de-

light to servo them, and get them exactly
what they want. 1 will attend to you in a
moment, little boy.

Little Boy He sure to get the same kind,
A lot o' pap's relations is vlsitin' at our
house, an' mom wants to drive 'em away.

. m m

Too Much for llim.
Pock.

Minister Now, my dear hearers, look
with me for a moment at the character of
David. In him we see a man of brains,
and courage, and resources! A powerful
politician! A skillful leader and organizer
of men!

Mr. Nosun (edging toward door) Here,
let me out! 1 can't stand that man's praise
Of Hill!

Temporary Shortage.
New York Wetklr.

Wife That new bonnet
Husband My dear, you can't have thai

new bonnet. I've been Dominated for a
high position of public trust, and it will
take all lean rake and scrape to buy votes.

HEADING FOR SUNDAY.

Three "Word.
Thero are three lessons I would write

Three words as with a burning pen
In tracings of eternal light.

Upon the hearts of men:

Hare Hope. Though clouds environ now,
And gladness hldos her face in 6Corn,

Put thou the shadow from thy brow-- So
night but hath its morn.

Have Faith. Where'er thy bark Is driven
Tho calm's disport, the tempest's wrath-Kn- ow

thou: God rules the hosts of heaven.
The Inhabitants of earth.

Have Ix)ve. 2s ot love alone for one,
Bnt man, as mau, thy brother call

And scatter, like the circling sua,
Thy charities on all.

Thus grave these lessons on thy soul
Hope, Faith and Love and thou shalt find

Strength, when life's surges rudest roll,
Light, When thou else wert blind.

Schiller.

International Sunday-Scho- ol Lesson for April
Id, 1S02.

Psalm ii, 1-- 12.

Golden Text BloMcd are all they that put
their trust in llim. (F&a. 11, 12.)

HOME HEADINGS.
M Fsa. ii.
Tu. Zech. 1LG-1- 3.

W Mai. ill, 1-- G.

Th I Tim. vi, 11-1- 6.

F. Heb. 1, 1-- 12. .

Sa. Hev. xix, G-1- 6.

fiu Kev. xx 11. 1-- 7.

COMMENTS OX THE LESSON.
Lyman Abbott, in Christian Union.

Whatever the original circumstance of
this ode, rts spiritual significance is not
aifficult to perceive. Its horizon is wider
than that of Palestine. As the singer sings,
bis prophetio vision takes in the world-confli- ct

He sees all the powers of evil
leagued against God and God's anointed,
forecasts the inevitable issue, and, with a
foreshadowing of the gospel, points out to
those who disregard God's authority that
their only way to peace and safety is by
repentance and submission. Thus in all
ages this psalm has given expression to the
courage of piety in time of apparent calam-
ity. Thus was it used by the apostles in
the early church, when threatened with
punishment if they continued to preach
the gospel of Christ. -- It is the warrior
psalm of the church militant for all ages.

The hosts of sin atiord to the true Chris-
tian no reason for fear. Pessimism has some
ground, at least some excuse, in tha short
siaht, but none in the long look. Faith
and pessimism cannot so together. We be-
lieve in the victory of tho right, because
we believe in God.

For right is right, sinco God is God.
And right the day must win;

To doubt would be disloyalty.
To falter wculd be sin.

In interpreting this poem one may easily
stumblo at its imputation to Jehovah of
human expression of feeling. "He who is
seated in the heavens laughs; the Lord
mocks at them." To stumble at such an
expression is to treat tbe poet as though he
wero a philosopher, and the truth of poetry
as though it were the truth of philosophy.
The . philosopher se?s truth in abstract
forms; be therefore says, the Almighty is
not disturbed by the apparent power of
evil. The poet sees truth in concrete
forms; he therefore says. "He that sitteth
in the heavens laughs; the Lord mocks at
them." lieneath this dramatic picture,
and interpreted by it. is tbe profound truth
of the eternal serenity, from which in all
times of trouble we may borrow peace.

In this psalm is a double gospel message-mess- age

to the assailed, message to the as-

sailant To the assailed the Psalm comes with
the word of Jehovah to Moses and Joshua;
with tho word of the angel after Christ's
death, to the disciples; and of the angel, in
tha hour of shipwreck, to Paul "Fear
not." To tho assailant it comes with both
warning and promise. God is a God of
righteousness, and righteousness will be
victorious, for God will maintain righteous-
ness at any and every cost. But He will
maintain righteousness rather by your sub-
mission than your destruction, by crown-
ing you also with loving kindness and ten-
der mercies if you will recognize the coro-
nation. He is king of kings and lord of
lords. He is going forth cononenng and
to conquer. Do homage, therefore; accept


